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The Marquises de Maintenon and d'Hudicourt were in my carriage with M. le Due du Maine, so far as I can remember. We were going at the pace which I have just told, and my outriders, who rode in advance, were clearing the way, as is customary. A vine-grower, laden with sticks, chose this moment to cross the road, thinking himself, no doubt, agile enough to escape my six horses. The cries of my people were useless. The imprudent fellow took his own course, and my postillions, in spite of their efforts with the reins, could not prevent themselves from passing over his body ; the wheels followed the horses; the poor man was cut in pieces.
At the lamentations of the country folk and the horrified passers-by we stopped. Madame de Maintenon wished to alight, and when she perceived the unfortunate vine-grower disfigured with his wounds, she clasped her hands and fell to weeping. The Marquise d'Hudicourt, who was always simplicity itself, followed her friend's example; there was nothing but groans and sorrowful exclamations. My coachman blamed the postillions, the postillions the man's obstinacy.